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Pensuj,  Pen  Ple&enti, 
the 


William  James  Foley 
Billy 

President  3,  4;   Basketball  2,  3. 
Captain  1:  Baseball  2,  3. 
Billy  is  our  president 

If  horn     the     class    honors  and 
esteems, 
And  no  one  ever  will  forget 

His  work  on  both  the  teams. 


Ralph  Edward  Patterson 
Pat 

President     2.    \  ice-President  3, 
Treasurer  1:  Band  2,  3.  4. 
//i  Luddy's  he's  a  soda  jerk, 
He's  not  afraid  to  do  hard  work. 
He  i>lit\s  his  clarinet  in  our  hand. 
And  the  whole  class  think  that  he 
is  grand. 


E\rl  William  Stetson 
Bogey 

Pen  Staff  4;  Vice-President  4. 
Bogey — who  is  he? 
Oh,  he's  the  fellow  at  the  A.  and  P. 
We  know  he  does  his  work  real  well 
Perhaps  that's   why   ice  think  he's 
swell. 


Rosemary  D'Arpino 
Rosie 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Secretary  3,  4; 
Scholastic  Honors;  Drum  Majorette 
2.  3,  4;  Choral  Club  3. 
A    cheery  smile  as   she   leads  the 
band, 

Enthusiastic  when  lending  a  hand, 
Voted  by  all  as  simply  grand, 
That's  our  Rosie! 


Mary  Bali\n 

Pen  Staff  2,  4;  Scholastic  Honors; 
Public  Speaking  2,  3. 
We  know  her  for  her  clever  wit 

And  jor  her  vivacity; 
We'd  like  to  have  a  little  bit 

Of  her  super  personality . 


Marjorie  Florence  Batti 
Margie 

Behind  a  counter  you  can  see 
Small  and  dainty  Marjorie, 
Working  hard  from  day  to  day, 
Helping  those  who  come  her  way. 


Doris  Elizabeth  Chamberlain 
Dottie 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Choral  Club  3; 
Basketball  2,  3. 
Always  happy,  always  gay, 
Spreading  cheer  throughout  the  day, 
To  know  our  Doris  is  a  pleasure, 
She  truly  is  a  real  live  treasure. 


Winnifred  Louise  Barnes 
Wini 

Pen  Staff  4;  Scholastic  Honors. 
Her  interests  lie  in  the  Army, 

The  masculine  part,  we  mean. 
Perhaps  some  day  she'll  be  a  WAAC. 

In  the  uniform  she'll  look  keen. 


Arthur  Robert  Calliendo 
Kelly 

Band  2,  3,  4;  Pen  Staff  2. 
Arthur  was  our  student, 

And  a  mighty  fine  one  too. 
It  was  hard  to  say  good-bye  to  him 

When  he  left  for  old  B.  U. 


Warren  LeRoy  Churchill 

Tall,  blond,  and  handsome  we  all 
agree, 

It's  his  ambition  to  take  to  the  sea, 
We  hope  his  desire  can  be  fulfilled 
IT  hen  for  the  Navy  he  is  billed. 


4 
I 


f 

Robert  Leon  Cooper 
Butt 

Band  2,  3,  4. 
His  fame  has  spread  throughout  the 
land, 

Because  of  the  trumpet  he  plays  in 

our  band, 
And  when  he's  not  playing,  he  can 

be  seen 

In  the  "Moonlight  Cruiser  Number 

13." 

Betty-Jean  Dalton 
Jetty-Bean 
Pen  Staff  2,  Associate  Editor  3; 
Co-Editor    4;    Scholastic  Honors; 
Public  Speaking  2:  Drum  Majorette 
3,  4. 

This  spirited,  gay-hearted,  friendly 
lass 

Is  popular  with  everyone  in  our  class. 
At  Katie-Gibbs  she'll  be  next  year 
And  become  a  success  we  have  no 
fear. 


Lloyd  Copeland 
Copey 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Band  3,  4. 
Copey  left  us  to  go  to  college, 

An  ensign  he  will  be, 
He  will  become  it  man  o)  knowledge, 

A  symbol  of  '43. 


Martha  Elizabeth  Fisher 
Betty 

Pen  Staff  3:  Choral  Club  3. 
Although  she's  short  from  head  to 
toe, 

She  isn't  short  of  charm. 
For  all  her  classmates  surely  know 
She's  sweet  to  everyone. 


LORRAINE  TODD  FULLER 
Lanie 

Pen  Staff  2,  Associate  Editor  3, 
Co-Editor  4;  Executive  Committee  2, 
3;  Scholastic  Honors;  Public  Speak- 
ing 3. 

She's  cute,  she's  smart,  she's  clever, 
She's  peppy  and  popular,  too. 

Success  crowns  her  every  endeavor, 
Best  of  hick,  Lorraine,  to  you. 


Allen  Ra\  Goodrich 
Goody 

Basketball  3,  4;  Baseball  3,  4. 
He  wants  to  l>c  a  Navy  man, 
We  know  that  he'll  fulfill  his  plan, 
We  wish  him  Inch  and  guarantee 
Wherever  he  is,  our  thoughts  will  be. 


Mary  Elizabeth  Howard 
May 

Scholastic  Honors;  Choral  Club  5. 
//  you're  blue  and  need  a  friend, 
Upon  Mary  you  may  depend. 
The  class  of  '43  all  say 
Mary's  tops  in  every  way. 


Margery  Elizabeth  Gilson 
Margie 

Pen   Staff  4;    Vice-President  2: 
Scholastic  Honors. 
Margie's  tops  in  everything ; 
Bookkeeping,  shorthand,  and  typing, 
too. 

There's  really  nothing  that  she  can't 
do, 

For  you  see  — 

At   the   head   of   our   class  stands 
Margery. 


Lois  Ward  Healey 
Lolo 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Scholastic  Honors; 
Public  Speaking  4. 
Lois'  wardrobe  is  admired  by  all, 

She  always  looks  so  chic; 
She  isn't  short,  she's  not  too  tall, 

As  a  model  she'd  be  slick. 


Gladys  Evelyn  Humble 
Glad 

Choral  Club  3. 
Quiet  and  friendly  that's  our  Glad, 
Always  cheerful,  never  sad, 
Her  friends  arc  many,  and  we  all 
admit 

It's  due  to  her  personality. 


Grace  Ida  Johnson 
Grade 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Secretary  2,  Exec- 
utive Committee  4;  Scholastic  Hon- 
ors; Choral  Club  3. 
Grade's  a  future  "woman  in  white," 

She'll  be  greatly  in  demand, 
Fair  to  behold,  with  a  manner  just 
right. 

Success  she's  sure  to  command. 


Gerald  Anthony  LaLiberte 
Gerry 

We  wish  we  knew  the  reason  why 
Gerald  is  so  very  shy, 
Perhaps  he  finds,  from  day  to  day 
That  silence  in  life  does  really  pay. 


Barb  Mi  \  Phyllis  Knight 
Diz 

Pen  Staff  2,  4;  Basketball  2. 
The  senior  beauty  is  Barbara  Knight, 

She  suits  us  to  a  "T," 
To  tell  you  this  we  know  is  right, 

Her  picture  proves  it,  see? 


E\  i.rett  Daniel  Ludwic 
Evie 

We  chalk  him  up  as  tops  on  our 
slate, 

He  makes  our  young  hearts  palpitate, 
But  luck  is  luck,  and  fate  is  fate 
The  E.  B.  girls  don't  even  rate. 


Robekt  Everett  I. huh;:! 
Bob 

Scholastic  Honors. 
A  well-groomed  lad  from  Room  214 
Is  this  Beaver  boy  whom  we  think 
keen. 

In  n  bakery  truck  he  rides  about 
Pleasing  his  customers  there's  no 
doubt. 


Priscilla  Lois  Mandeville 
Cilia 

She's  tall,  dark,  and  nice  to  know, 
All  her  friends  will  tell  you  so. 
You    guessed    right,    it's    Cilia  we 
mean, 

The  whole  class  think  that  she  is 
keen. 


Catherine  Frances  McHuch 
Kay 

Pen  Staff  3,  4. 
Kay's  a  happy  good-natured  girl, 

She's  jolly  good  company,  too. 
A  dental  hygienist  Kay  aspires  to  be, 

We    think   she'll   succeed,  don't 
you? 


Dorothy  Mae  MacEachron 
Dottie 

She  goes  about  her  tasks  each  da\ 
With  a  smile  and  a  will  to  learn. 
Ij  she  continues  in  her  own  sweet 
way, 

Success  in,  life  she'll  earn. 


George  Maranjian 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Scholastic  Honors; 
Public  Speaking,  4. 
George,  the  scholar  of  '43, 
A  credit  to  his  class  will  be. 
When  he  enters  M.  I.  T. 
To  help  the  progress  of  chemistry. 


Helen  Anne  Medwid 

Drum  Majorette  4. 
She  drives  a  car  while  out  of  school 

And  twirls  in  E.  B.'s  band, 
W e  never  will  forget  this  girl 

Who's  always  glad  to  lend  a  hand. 


Mildred  Margaret  Morey 
Tootsie 
Choral  Club  3. 
Blonde,  blue-eyed,  medium  height, 
Her  disposition  we  think  just  right. 
To  everyone  Mildred  is  a  friend, 
On  her  loyalty  we  can  all  depend. 


Robert  Francis  Oakley 
Bob 

A    national    sportsman,    that's  our 
Bob, 

Ij  it's  hunting  or  fishing,  he's  right 

on  the  job, 
You'll  see  him  any  day  with  rod' and 

gun, 

Having  what's  his  idea  of  fun. 


Helen  Eugenia  Nylen 
Nylon 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Scholastic  Honors; 
Public  Speaking  3,  4;  Basketball  2. 
To  Helen  we  take  off  our  hats, 

She's  versatile  and  witty, 
To  her  and  her  many  accomplish- 
ments 

We  dedicate  this  ditty. 


Robert  Francis  O'Donnell 
O'Dee 

Treasurer  2,  3;  Basketball  2,  3,  4: 
Baseball  3. 
After  we  all  graduate 

And  look  back-  to  our  high  school 
days, 

We'll  all  remember  O'Dee. 
And  his  quiet  friendly  ways. 


Maiuoril  Fa^  Ritchie 
\Iarje 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Pul.lic  Spe;  king  2, 
3;  Drum  Majorette  I. 
This  tall  and  stately  twirling  lass 
Is  the  orator  of  our  class. 
In  school  actit'ities  she  does  excel, 
We  all  think  our  Marjorie  is  swell. 


Helen  Mai  Smith 
Smitty 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Choral  Club  3; 
Basketball  2,  3. 
Smitty  is  a  smiling  lass, 
One  of  the  finest  in  our  class. 
Shorthand  and  typing  she  does  well, 
In  life  she'll  succeed,  we  can  tell. 


Arthur  Kenneth  Thomas.  Jr. 
Kenny 

He  drives  a  truck  and  delivers  oil, 

He  knows  his  business,  too. 
To  his  closest  friends  he's  always 
loyal, 

Kenny,  here's  luck  to  you. 


M  un  M  vdelaine  Roch  i 
Basketball  2. 

Wary  is  so  small  and  sweet, 
I'm  sure  we  all  agree, 

Dressed  in  latest  styles  so  neat, 
A  great  success  she'll  be. 


Paul  Wesley  Stetson 
Stet 

Basketball  3,  4;  Baseball  3. 
Paul's  humor  is  never  lacking. 
In  basketball  he  needs  no  backing. 
He  writes  poetry  that  really  is  great. 
As  an  aviation  cadet  he's  sure  to  rate. 


Myrtle  Shirley  Thompson 
Shirl 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Choral  Club  3; 
Basketball  2,  3. 

She  can  type  a  letter,  oh,  so  neat, 
She's  an  efficient  office  girl. 

Her  dependabil  ty  no  one  can  beat, 
We  all  admire  Shirl. 


Betsi  Billings  Walker 
Bets 

Pen  Staff  2,  3,  4:  Basketball  2,  3. 
She  has  lovely  blonde  hair  and  eyes 
of  blue, 

To  her  friends  she's  ever  loyal  and 
true, 

A  willing  worker  we  call  our  "Bets,'' 
For  whatever  she  aims,  we'll  wager 
she  gets. 

Leth  \  May  Wilde 
Choral  Club  3. 
Letha  is  a  quiet  lass. 
Quite  a  favorite  in  the  class, 
When  called  upon,  she  does  her  part, 
Someday    she'll    capture  someone's 
heart. 


Kenneth  James  Wheaton 
Kenny 
Choral  Club  3. 
At  A.  R.  P.'s  he  scooped  ice  cream 

And  even  washed  the  dishes. 
We  remember  him  with  esteem 
And  give  him  our  best  wishes. 


Marjorie  Ann  Winsor 
Margie 
Scholastic  Honors. 
Margie  can  cook  and  sew  and  bake 
A    wonderful    housewife    she    u  II 
make, 

Her  pleasing  smile  and  gracious  ways 
Will  cheer  her  home  through  trying 
days. 


Julia  Mary  Thresa  Wojcechowski 
Judy 

Pen  Staff  4;  Scholastic  Honors; 
Choral  Club  3. 

Somebody's  Stenog  she  will  he, 
W or/ting  hard  anil  efficiently, 
Her  winning  ways  will  be  no  loss, 
She'll  he  a  find  for  any  boss. 


Bess  IK  M  \HION   Wool)  Mil) 

Betty 

Nurse  Bessie  Woodurd,  yes  siree. 
That's  what  she  aspires  to  be, 
How  could  she  jail  with  her  sweet 
way, 

Tending  the  side  both   night  and 
day! 


Maky  Ruth  Woddaku 
Pen  Staff  2,  3 ;  Scholastic  Honors. 
She  reads  good  books  galore, 
And  poetry  does  adore, 
She  can  cook,  sew,  and  knit, 
Clever  girl,  we  all  admit. 


Theodore  Morton  Miller,  Jr. 
Teddy 

Band  2,  4. 
A  little  man  with  mighty  ways 
Thrills  us  all  when  his  horn  he  plays, 
W ears  flashy  clothes,  especially  ties, 
That     he's     good-looking,  nobody 
denies. 


MINOR  KEY 

The  city  is  hidden 

In  a  shroud  of  blackness; 

Her  lights  no  longer  wink  happily 

At  the  stars  above  her; 

No  shimmering  rays  of  gold 

Lead  soft  pathways  to  the  moon; 

She  is  still  and  cold, 

But  she  is  not  dead. 

She  lives,  and  she  remembers. 

How  gay  she  looked  in  her  jeweled  robe 

Of  brilliant  lights  at  night. 

And  how  clean  and  bustling  she  was 

In  the  bright  sunlight  of  day. 

Each  hour  had  been  a  symphony  to  her, 

A  symphony  of  old,  familiar  sounds: 

The  laughter  of  children  playing  in  her  parks, 

Newsboys  shouting  out  the  headlines, 

The  noisy  clang  of  trolley  cars, 

The  sharp,  shrill  notes  of  policemen's  whistles, 

And  the  church  bell's  friendly  voice 

Blending  with  the  other  tones  of  the  happy  city. 

How  harmonious  were  all  these  sounds, 

How  harmonious  and  dear  to  her. 

That  symphony  lingers  in  her  heart, 
She  can  still  hear  the  last  chords 
Of  [he  merry  tune 

Before  the  low  drone  of  enemy  planes 

Shocked  her  into  silence. 

Bombs  fell,  like  heavy  bass  drums 

Drowning  out  the  notes  of  the  smaller  instruments. 

She  still  breathes,  and  each  throb,  each  pulsation 

Of  her  heart,  beats  steadily,  keeping  time 

To  the  old  theme  she  well  remembers. 

Her  concert  will  be  played  again; 

Beloved  music  of  days  gone  by 

Will  be  heard  once  more.    In  the  distance 

There  will  be  new  rhythm  to  the  theme, 

The  tramp,  tramp,  tramp  of  boys 
Coming  home  from  hal tlefields. 
The  city  will  cast  off  her  old  black  shroud. 
Her  lights  will  shine  throughout  the  world, 

\  lie]  other  lighls  of  other  towns 
Will  join  in  peace  and  joy. 

Hklkim  Nylkn,  '43 


WAR! 

They  paint  war  glorious  as  the  light  of  dawn, 
With  martial  music 
And  parading  troops; 

People  applaud  and  crowd  along  the  way, 
Shouting,  "On  to  victory!" 

I  think  of  war  as  a  huge  black  cloud, 
A  shadow, 

Lurking  over  all  the  world; 
The  lightning  strikes, 
And  heads  bow  low, 
The  price  of  victory! 

Lois  Hkalky,  '43 

TIME 

Time  has  brought  us  spring  again. 
Time  always  brings  an  end  to  things; 
Time  will  end  our  school  days  soon, 
And  send  us  seniors  off  to  war; 
But  time  will  bring  us  peace  again. 
Time  will  measure  destiny, 
Yor  time  is  all  eternity. 

Paul  Stetson,  '43 

E.  B.  HIGH  GOES  HOLLYWOOD 

We  have  a  Kenny  but  no  Baker. 

Robert  but  no  Young. 
Helen  but  no  Parrish. 
Gladys  but  no  Swarthout. 
Dottie  but  no  Lamour. 
Marjorie  but  no  Weaver. 
Bette  but  no  Davis. 
George  but  no  Murphy. 
Martha  but  no  Raye. 
Laraine  but  no  Day. 
Gracie  but  no  Moore. 
•    Bob  but  no  Hope. 
Shirley  but  no  Temple. 
Mary  but  no  Mai  l  in. 
Barbara  but  no  Stanwyck. 
Priscilla  but  no  Lane. 
Ralph  but  no  Bellamy. 
William  but  no  Powell. 
Rosemary  but  no  Lane. 

Doris  Chamberlain,  '43 


STUDENT'S  PEN 


TO  YOU  OUR  RIGHTFUL  HEIRS 
Senior  Class  Will 


Be  it  remembered:  that  we,  the  graduating 
class  of  East  Bridgewater  High  School.  East 
Bridgewater,  and  County  of  Plymouth  in  the 
Commonwealth  of  Massachusetts,  being  of  sound 
mind  and  memory  but  knowing  the  uncertainty 
of  this  life,  do  make  this  our  Last  Will  and 
Testament  hereby  revoking  all  former  wills  by 
us  at  any  time  heretofore  made.  After  the  pay- 
ment of  our  just  debts  and  funeral  charges,  we 
bequeath  and  devise  as  follows: 
To  Phyllis  Boyden — Marjorie  Batti's  friendship 

ring. 

To  Mary  Medwid — Mary  Balian's  vivacity. 

To  Tommy  Churchill — Arthur  Calliendo's  super 
collegiate  jackets. 

To  Josephine  Rack  —  Doris  Chamberlains 
friendly  smile  and  pleasing  disposition. 

To  Danny  Frumerin — Warren  Churchill's  popu- 
larity with  Miss  Jacobs. 

To  Mr.  Tancreto  —  Bobby  Cooper's  zoot  suit 
j  acket. 

To  the  Boys  in  the  Next  Draft — Lloyd  Cope- 
land's  G.  I.  haircut. 

To  Shirley  Cobbs — Rose  D'Arpino  s  typing  abil- 
ity. 

To  Eletha  Fuller — Betty  Dalton's  hair  styles. 


To  Mary  Perkins — Betty  Fisher's  happy,  care- 
free manner. 

To  Robert  Thomas — Billy  Foley's  ability  to  lead 
a  class  meeting. 

To  George  Webber — Lorraine  Fuller's  literary 
ability. 

To  Jean  Nute  and  May  Horn — Margie  Gilson's 
and  Gracie  Johnson's  sincere  devotion  to  the 
Navy. 

To  Mikie  Feeney — Allen  Goodrich's  basketball 
shorts  and  shots. 

To  Madel\n  Kingston — Lois  Healey's  gum  wrap- 
pers. 

To  Mary  Arouca — Mary  Howard's  talkativeness. 
To  May  Cochrane — Gladys  Humble's  contagious 
giggle. 

To  Virginia  Bailey — Barbara  Knight's  lipstick. 
To  Stewart  Morton — Gerald  LaLiberte's  bashful- 
ness. 

To  Billy  Lewis — Everett  Ludwig's  ability  to  fas- 
cinate the  fair  sex. 

To  Fred  Zilinski — Robert  Luther's  perfect  man- 
ners. 

To  Virginia  Anderson — Dorothy  MacEachron's 

naturally  wavy  hair. 
To  Mary  Burrell — Catherine  McHugh's  artistic 

ability. 

To  Jackie  Gregoire — Priscilla  Mandeville's  col- 
lection of  records. 

To  Robert  Packard — George  Maranjian's  stu- 
diousness. 

To  Rose  Yafrate  —  Helen  Medwid's  recipe  for 
Welsh  rabbit  land  we  do  mean  "rabbit"!  I 

To  Bobby  Alexander — Teddy  Miller's  ability  to 
argue  in  chemistry  class. 

To  Eddie  Drew — Mildred  Morey's  timing  ability 
to  get  into  her  seat  by  8:14%. 

To  Florence  Cochrane — Helen  Nylen's  ability  to 
illustrate  for  the  Pen. 

To  the  High  School,  next  winter — Robert  Oak- 
ley's supply  of  coal. 

To  Albeit  Arruda — Ralph  Patterson's  lustrous 
hair. 

To  Allen  Perry — Robert  O'Donnell's  wisecracks. 
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To  Jerry  Viola  -Mary  Rocha's  cute  clothes. 

To  Sally  Chandler — Marjorie  Ritchie's  graceful 
height  a  la  Rosalind  Russell. 

To  Rita  Frabetti — Helen  Smith's  secretarial  abil- 
ity. 

To  David  Sparling — Paul  Stetson's  subtlety. 
To  Alice  Balian — Bogey  Stetson's  fondness  for 

Harry  James. 
To  Lee  Sproul — Kenny  Thomas'  varied  relaxed 

positions  in  class. 
To  Roger  Anderson — Shirley  Thompson's  blonde 

locks. 

To  Miss  Shea  and  Miss  Morehardt — Julia  Wojce- 
chowski's  and  Winnifred  Barnes'  bike  rides. 

To  Marjorie  Wilson — Betsy  Walker's  attractive 
bracelets. 

To  Judith  Hunt  —  Kenneth  Wheaton's  peaches 

and  cream  complexion. 
To  Barbara  Sproul  —  Letha  Wilde's  frequent 

blushes. 

To  Alice  Mondeau — Bessie  Woodard's  duties  in 
the  clinic. 

To  Pauline  Wilde — Mary  Woodard's  shyness. 
To  Betty  Alger  —  Marjorie  Winsor's  domestic 
abilities. 

In  testimony  whereof  we  hereunto  set  our 
hands  and,  in  the  presence  of  these  witnesses, 
declare  this  to  be  our  last  will,  this  ninth  day 
of  June  in  the  year  one  thousand  nine  hundred 
and  forty-three. 

Signed:    THE  CLASS  OF  1943. 

Witnesses: 

Mary  "G.  I."  Balian 
Lois  "Leatherneck"  Healey 
Grace  "Gob"  Johnson 
Helen  "K.  P.  Duty"  Nylen 
Priscilla  "Private"  Mandeville 

Illustration  by  Helen  Nylen 

Sentimental  Reflections 

Yes,  I've  lived  for  the  day  when  I  could  rather 
haughtily  say,  "I'm  graduating  from  High  this 
year."  And  now  it's  here,  my  last  year  in  the 
familiar  and  well-loved  halls  of  E.  B.  High,  and 
my  enthusiasm  for  leaving  has  waned  a  little. 

Sometimes  in  the  midst  of  the  latest  moron 
joke  being  told  by  a  classmate,  I  remember  sud- 


denly that  I  won't  be  laughing  with  these  same 
friends  much  longer. 

I  won't  be  able  to  say  to  them  on  a  warm 
June  day,  "See  you  in  September!" 

No,  come  next  September,  I  won't  know  the 
many  heated  arguments  that  precede  a  dance,  or 
the  bets  on  a  basketball  game. 

I  won't  be  cramming  with  twenty-five  or  so 
other  students  for  a  term  exam  in  Miss  Andrews' 
English  course. 

I'll  have  no  complaints  about  writing  another 
one  of  those  "dry  Legion  essays,"  or  have  moist 
hands  and  trembling  knees  orating  it  before  the 
school. 

I  won't  be  holding  my  breath  for  an  assembly 
every  time  a  buzz  issues  from  the  sound  system. 

I  won't  be  pushing  in  line  to  get  my  lunch 
tickets,  only  to  find  that  all  the  hot  dogs  have 
disappeared. 

I  won't  be  able  to  bother  Pat  with  a  plea  for 
"Just  a  little  more  ice-cream  for  a  pal?" 

I  won't  know  my  friends'  latest  crushes,  or  who 
has  stolen  whose  beau, — the  wolfess! 

I  won't  walk  out  of  Miss  Sullivan's  Latin  class 
grumbling  about  fifty  lines  of  Virgil  translation, 
nor  agree  with  Gracie  that  I  just  won't  do  it! 

I  won  t  know  just  the  amount  of  work  and 
worry  it  took  to  publish  the  Pen  on  time,  and 
I  won't  toss  at  night  attempting  to  compose  a 
paper  to  fill  the  last  vacant  column. 

I  won't  know  the  frantic  last  minute  rush  it 
took  to  decorate  the  hall  for  the  Prom,  or  the 
miles  of  scotch  tape  used  to  make  the  decorations 
stay  up  once  they  were  completed. 

I  won't  be  told,  "That  was  only  the  warning 
bell,  and  this  is  still  a  study  period." 

Yes,  hereafter  when  I  visit  E.  B.  High,  I'll  be 
an  outsider,  and  the  students  will  smile  patron- 
izingly at  me.  I'll  be  an  outsider  who  is  begin- 
ning a  new  life  away  from  the  established  routine 
of  six  years  in  high  school. 

Well,  I'm  game.  I've  been  well  prepared  to 
face  an>  of  life  difficulties  that  will  confront  me. 
However.  I  know  that  I  shall  feel  a  little  lost  and 
a  bit  tearful  when  I  receive  mj  blue  and  gold 
ribboned  diploma  and  realize  that  I  can  now 
say,  "I  am  graduated. 

Lorraine  Fi  ller.  "  13 


Commencement  Activities  Committee 


Class  Orators 


Senior  Class  Officers 


Of  the  Class,  For  the  Class, 
By  the  Class 

How  well  we  recall  commencement  weeks  of 
the  past  when  we.  as  undergraduates,  admired 
and  envied  the  seniors.  Now  at  last  we  are  the 
seniors,  and  as  members  of  the  commencement 
week  committee  it  has  been  our  task  to  plan 
the  senior  issue  of  the  Pen.  the  baccalaureate 
service,  the  senior  banquet,  the  graduation,  and 
finally  the  reception.  We  have  fully  realized  the 
responsibilities  entrusted  to  us  by  our  fellow 
classmates  and  sincerel)  hope  that  the  results 
of  our  earefulh  laid  plans  have  met  with  the 
approval  of  all.  Although  there  has  been  a  great 
deal  to  accomplish,  our  duties  have  been  made 
comparatively  simple  due  to  the  co-operation  we 
have  received  from  our  classmates  and  advisers. 
We  wish  to  thank  those  who  have  in  any  way 
helped  to  bring  the  senior  activities  of  the  Class 
of  '43  to  a  successful  completion. 

Front  row.  left  to  right:  Bett\-Jean  Dalton. 
Rosemary  D'Arpino,  Marjorie  Ritchie.  Grace 
Johnson,  Lois  Healey.  Lorraine  Fuller.  Stand- 
ing: Earl  Stetson,  Robert  O'Donnell.  Paul  Stet- 
son. 

Hear  Ye!  Hear  Ye!  Hear  Ye! 

"Listen,  my  children,  and  you  shall  hear — 
of  the  exploits  of  our  fine  graduation  orators. 
Leaving  us  this  year  is  an  exceptionally  talented 
group  of  speakers  who  have  won  for  themselves 
and  E.  B.  H.  S.  high  honor  and  respect  by  their 
good  work  in  the  various  Forensic  League  meets 
and  Legion  essa\  contests.  We  are  proud  of  them 
and  of  their  record,  and  we  wish  them  all  con- 
tinued success  and  the  best  of  luck  in  the  years 
to  come.  Seated,  left  to  right:  Betty  Jean  Dalton. 
Marjorie  Ritchie.  Lorraine  Fuller,  Lois  Healey. 


Standing:  Margerj  Gibson,  George  Ma  ran  j  ian. 
Mary  Balian. 

The  Shepherds  of  the  Flock 

A  MORE  distinguished  assemblage  than  that 
of  our  class  officers  would  be  difficult  to  find. 
It  is  the\  who  have  guided  us  through  a  year 
that  has  been  made  hectic  bv  changing  plans 
and  many  debates,  and  their  guidance  has  been 
very  valuable.  The  class  meetings  have  been 
many,  for  the  questions  raised  were  numerous. 
Could  we  have  a  class  pla\  ?  How  should  we 
raise  funds  for  senior  week?  Should  we  bedeck 
ourselves  in  caps  and  gowns  on  graduation 
night?  These,  and  man)  more,  were  the  prob- 
lems that  were  finally  solved  with  the  aid  of 
our  able  officers  and  class  adviser,  who  appear 
in  the  picture  above.  Seated,  left  to  right:  Grace 
Johnson.  \\  illiam  Foley,  Rosemary  D'Arpino. 
Standing:  Earl  Stetson,  Ralph  Patterson. 

Information,  Please 

Plenty  of  hard  work,  studv.  and  the  desire 
to  learn  may  be  the  secret  of  the  success  of  these 
honor  students,  and  we  are  willing  to  wager  they 
will  all  admit  this.  During  the  three  years  of 
their  high  school  career,  they  have  maintained 
an  average  of  eighty  or  more  in  all  their  studies, 
and  now  their  goal  has  been  achieved.  We  extend 
congratulations  to  our  scholastic  honor  class- 
mates. Front  row,  left  to  right:  Betty-Jean  Dal- 
ton. Rosemary  D'Arpino.  Julia  Wojcechowski, 
Mary  Woodard,  Winnifred  Barnes.  Margery 
Gilson.  Mary  Howard.  Standing:  Robert  Luther. 
Marjorie  Winsor,  Lorraine  Fuller,  Lois  Healey, 
Grace  Johnson,  Mary  Balian,  George  Maranjian. 


Scholastic  Honor  Students  Musicians  and  Drum  Majorettes  Basketball  Team 


Attention,  Forward  March! 

The  trumpets  blare,  the  cymbals  clang,  and  in 
the  distance  may  be  seen  the  East  Bridgewater 
High  School  band.  As  it  draws  near,  twelve 
pert,  vivacious,  and  energetic  drum  majorettes 
are  seen  as  they  twirl,  strut,  and  smile  at  the 
crowds.  The  band,  in  its  best  military  manner, 
plays  stirring  marches  as  their  able  director,  Mr. 
Robert  Spencer,  marches  proudly  beside  them. 
This  year  the  band  will  lose  five  of  its  players 
and  four  of  its  drum  majorettes.  Those  members 
graduating  are,  front  row,  left  to  right:  Marjorie 
Ritchie,  Betty-Jean  Dalton,  Rosemary  D'Arpino, 
Helen  Medwid.  Back  row:  Robert  Cooper,  Ralph 
Patterson,  Lloyd  Copeland.  Arthur  Calliendo 
and  Theodore  Miller  absent. 

Our  Big  Five 

A  shrill  whistle  silences  the  tense  murmur,  and 
the  blue  and  gold  clad  boys  streak  onto  the 
floor.  Another  thrilling  game  in  the  offing!  We 
salute  our  team,  who  have,  under  numerous  han- 
dicaps brought  about  by  the  war,  completed  an- 
other exciting  season.  To  the  fellows  pictured 
above  we  express  our  appreciation  of  a  job  well 
done.  Front  row,  left  to  right:  Maynard  Stetson, 
Allen  Goodrich,  Richard  Stetson,  Manager  Rich- 
ard Foley,  William  Foley,  Paul  Stetson,  Robert 
Alexander,  David  Worcester.  Standing:  Michael 
Feeney,  David  Sparling,  Edward  Drew,  Richard 
Oakley,  Robert  O'Donnell.  Ralph  Patterson.  Ray- 
mond Yafrate.  Seaman  2  c  Robert  Holman, 
Coach  Joseph  Morey. 

To  those  senior  members  of  the  team,  who  are 
about  to  face  the  game  of  life,  go  our  sincere 
wishes  for  future  victories.  We  feel  sure  that 
they  will  win  their  future  contests,  not  by  a  one 
basket  score,  but  by  the  large  marginal  scores 
to  which  the  boys  of  E.  B.  H.  S.  are  accustomed. 


A  Senior  Looks  at  Graduation 

In  the  latter  part  of  June,  1943,  I  shall  gradu- 
ate from  East  Bridgewater  Senior-Junior  High 
School.  I  have  looked  forward  to  this  day,  more 
or  less,  since  I  first  entered  the  seventh  fjrade 
in  1937.  Although  I  have  not  awaited  gradua- 
tion with  extreme  pleasure,  as  have  some  of  my 
classmates,  I  have  often  wondered  just  what  my 
reaction  will  be  when  the  time  comes  to  exchange 
these  "ivy-clad  walls"  for  new  and  strange  sur- 
roundings of  college  life. 

To  be  sure,  college  life  will  be  a  new  and 
exciting  experience  which  I'm  sure  I  shall  enjoy 
no  end.  However,  when  I  leave  high  school,  I'll 
know  that  I  am  leaving  behind  me  three  of  the 
most  happy  and  best-loved  years  of  my  life; 
happy  because  I  have  cultivated  so  many  friend- 
ships that  I'll  always  cherish,  and  best-loved 
because  of  the  many  things  high  school  has 
taught  me  both  in  the  educational  field  and  in 
the  important  process  of  growing  up.  There  will 
be  other  Junior  Proms,  Sophomore  Hops,  min- 
strel shows,  band  concerts,  and  basketball  games 
that  I  shall  enjoy  at  the  high  school,  and  yet  they 
won't  be  the  same  because  I  won't  be  one  of  the 
student  body  to  lament  over  a  lost  basketball 
game  or  be  glad  of  a  successful  Junior  Prom. 
These  events  that  a  high  school  student  looks  at 
as  ordinary  happenings  take  on  a  new  signifi- 
cance as  graduation  draws  near. 

It  has  often  been  said  that  we  really  don  t 
know  how  we  are  going  to  react  to  a  situation 
until  the  situation  actually  arises,  and  yet  I  be- 
lieve I  know  how  I  am  going  to  feel  the  night 
of  my  graduation.  I  believe  I  shall  be  both  happy 
and  sad:  happy  because  I  have  received  my 
diploma,  and  sad  because  I  know  1  11  never  again 
be  a  carefree  high  school  girl. 

Betty-Jean  Dalto.v  '43 


LONG  MAY  THEY  REIGN! 


When  we,  as  prospective  pupils  of  the  seventh 
grade,  finall)  stepped  through  the  doors  of  E.  B. 
High,  we  were  introduced  to  an  entirely  new 
group  of  teachers.  Many  were  the  tales  we  had 
heard  about  them,  and  great  was  our  curiosity. 
Now  we  know  how  many  of  the  stories  were 
true,  and  how  many  were  told  to  our  innocent 
ears  only  to  keep  us  in  our  place,  that  of  meek 
seventh-graders.  We'll  never  forget  nor  lose  the 
influence  our  teachers  had  upon  us,  and  we  hope 
that  they  will  remember  us  after  we  shut  the 
familiar  doors  of  the  high  school  behind  us.  We 
regret  that  many  of  the  teachers  with  whom  we 
became  well  acquainted  during  our  high  school 

MEET  THE 

Perhaps  you,  our  worthy  readers,  have  won- 
dered how  the  Pen  Staff  looks  as  a  group,  not 
in  name,  but  in  person.  Posed  before  you  on 
the  opposite  page  are  those  industrious  students 
who  have  worked  side-by-side  with  Penny  Pen. 
giving  their  all  to  this  magazine.  They  have  clone 
a  remarkable  job  in  hurtling  the  obstacles  con- 
fronting them  in  this  time  of  war.  Their  one 
hope  is  that  you  have  been  pleased  with  their 
work  and  that  you  will  continue  to  enjoy  the 
future  issues  of  the  Student's  Pen.  Seated,  left 
[o  right:  Julia  Wojceehowski.  Shirley  Thompson. 
Rosemary  D'Arpino,  Lois  Healey,  Lorraine 
Fuller  and  Betty-Jean  Dalton  I  co-editors  I .  Mar- 
jorie  Ritchie,  Doris  Chamberlain,  Ruth  Clogston, 


years  are  not  in  the  picture  above,  as  they  have 
left,  either  to  enter  the  service,  to  take  other 
positions,  or  to  be  married.  And  now  may  we 
present  the  capable  faculty  of  '43,  our  friendly 
and  helpful  advisers.  Top  row,  left  to  right: 
Anthony  Tancreto,  Katharine  Morehardt,  Ellen 
Shea.  Catherine  Flaherty,  Philip  Center,  Jean 
Jacobs,  Olga  Sapp.  Lower  row:  Superintendent 
John  Gotschall,  Helen  Kelley,  Robert  Spencer, 
Dorothea  Smalley,  Everett  Lays,  Virginia  How- 
land,  Mary  Sullivan,  Joseph  Morey. 

Illustration  by  Florence  Cochrane  and 
Catherine  McHugh 

PEN  MEN 

Grace  Johnson,  Catherine  McHugh.  Middle  row: 
Virginia  Anderson,  Rita  Frabetti,  Mary  Medwid, 
Elizabeth  Alger,  Virginia  Bailey,  Mary  Burrell, 
Phyllis  Boyden,  Sally  Chandler,  Florence  Coch- 
rane, Barbara  Sproul,  Eletha  Fuller,  Mary 
Balian,  Mary  Perkins,  Barbara  Knight,  Alice 
Mondeau.  Back  row:  Marjorie  Wilson,  Lois 
Hetue,  Betsey  Walker,  Shirley  Cobbs,  Albert 
Arruda,  George  Webber,  Daniel  Frumerin, 
George  Maranjian.  Robert  Alexander,  Earl 
Stetson,  Lloyd  Copeland.  Lester  Darche,  Helen 
Smith.  Winnifred  Barnes.  Margery  Gilson,  Mar- 
jorie Snow. 

Illustration  by  Barbara  Knight 
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THE  MAIL  BAG 


After  the  publication  of  each  issue  of  his 
magazine,  Penny  Pen  always  wonders  what  the 
subscriber  reaction  will  be.  Naturally  he  was 
pleased  with  the  three  letters  which  he  is  quoting 
below.  The  first  was  sent  to  Marjorie  Ritchie,  a 
member  of  the  literary  staff,  by  Rev.  Thomas  J. 
Ford,  writing  from  St.  John's  Rectory,  and  it 
reads  as  follows: 

"I  read  your  poem  The  Child's  Prayer  in  the 
current  issue  of  the  Student's  Pen,  a  beautiful  little 
poem,  and  a  thought  expressed  that  we  all  know  is 
needed  sorely  today.  Prayers  for  our  Boys.  In  the 
letters  they  send  home  they  beg  for  prayers  on  the 
home  front. 

"1  wish  to  congratulate  you  and  commend  your 
work.   May  your  talent  grow  greater  and  greater." 

Corporal  Harry  Bartlett,  a  former  editor  of 
the  Pen,  is  now  stationed  at  Fort  Sam  Houston, 
Texas,  with  the  Post  Medical  Detachment.  The 
Pen  staff  appreciates  his  interest  and  kindness 
in  sending  this  message: 

"]  have  just  received  a  copy  of  the  March  Pen, 
and  it  really  thrilled  me  to  read  it.  Speaking  as 
one  of  the  servicemen  to  whom  it  was  dedicated, 
I  certainly  was  more  than  a  little  moved  by  the 
sincerity  and  force  of  the  dedication,  as  well  as  by 
the  fine  articles  in  the  literary  section.  The  poetry 
was  truly  outstanding,  especially  Dedication  by  Mis> 
Nylen,  and  They  Have  Gone  To  War  by  Paul 
Stetson.  I  believe  the  times  have  made  our  high 
school  students  a  very  serious  and  mature  group. 
1  know  1 1 1 i ■ —  i?-  true:  otherwise  Penny  Pen  would 
have  had  to  hibernate  for  the  duration,  and  we 
would  have  been  deprived  of  a  very  excellent  friend. 
The  students  certainly  came  through  with  flying 
colors.  Please  accept  my  sincere  congratulations, 
and  please  extend  them  to  the  entire  Pen  staff." 


Richard  Bartlett,  a  former  editor-in-chief  oi 

the  Pen,  takes  time  out  from  a  busy  day  in  the 

life  of  an  aviation  cadet  at  Selman  Field,  Monroe. 

La.,  to  relax  and  write  the  following  informal. 

enthusiastic  comments  to  one  of  the  co-editors: 

"I've  been  wailing  to  congratulate  you  on  a  swell 
Pen.  It  was  a  good  job!  Helen  Nylen,  Paul  Stetson, 
and  you  were  outstanding.  I  really  enjoyed  reading 
this  issue  more  than  any  yet.  The  cover  color  selec- 
tion was  fine, — a  touch  of  royalty  in  that  combi- 
nation. Outstanding  were:  Paid  Stetson's  Convoj 
Across,  Bogey  Stetson's  Midnight  Rendezvous, 
George  Maranjian's  Rime  oj  the  Reckless  Rookie. 
Helen  Nylen's  Dedication  page  was  great;  your  own 
Cover  to  Cover  was  a  swell  way  to  present  book 
reviews.  The  whole  issue  was  well  planned.  Again, 
congrats!" 

Penny  says  "Thank  you"  to  his  three  good 
friends  for  their  interest  and  encouragement. 
To  his  two  former  editors,  now  in  uniform,  he 
says  "Good  luck!" 

Between  Friends 

The  following  letter  was  sent  to  "Master  Penny 
Pen"  by  Sergeant  Stanley  B.  Goldman,  former 
business  adviser  of  the  Pen.  Sergeant  Goldman 
is  an  instructor  at  Truax  Field,  Madison,  Wis- 


Dear  Pen  Staff: 

Students  have  ideals  and  memories.  They  leave  East 
Bridgewater  High  School  to  help  preserve  for  themselves 
and  for  others  the  intangibles  so  precious  to  our  way  of 
life.    We  teachers,  even  as  they,  have  indelible  memories. 

In  leaving  E.  B.  H.  S.  I  knew  that  ahead  of  me  there 
would  be  an  indefinite  period  of  imposed  discipline, 
which  would  reach  to  every  act.  Yes,  Pen  Staff,  things 
have  changed.  From  the  peaceful  civilian  life  that  was 
ours,  we  encounter  the  specter  of  the  uniform,  not  the 
graduatin  gown;  grasping  the  gun,  not  the  pen;  living 
the  martial  life,  some  of  us  never  again  "to  strut  our 
hour  upon  the  stage." 

The  war  has  necessarily  curtailed  many  of  our  activ- 
ities. Military  and  civilian  duties  make  it  impossible 
for  us  to  continue  many  pleasant  associations,  but  it  is 
well  recognized  that  we  should  endeavor  to  preserve  as 
many  traditions  as  possible. 
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DANGEROUS  MISSION 

George  Webber,  '44 


"Atten-shun  !" 

The  line  stiffened  as  the  men  came  rigidly  to 
attention. 

"Captain  Mitchell  is  here  now  to  give  you  men 
your  instructions,"  snapped  the  sergeant  facing 
the  soldiers. 

From  behind  the  sergeant  a  stately  figure 
stepped  forward.  For  a  moment  he  said  nothing 
but  stood  looking  quietly  at  the  group  facing 
him,  one  hand  resting  on  the  automatic  strapped 
to  his  side.  Then  he  spoke.  His  voice  was  clear, 
ringing,  suggestive  of  hidden  power.  His  eyes 
were  clear  and  hard,  and  his  jaw  was  firmly  set. 

"At  ease,  men!" 

The  line  facing  the  captain  loosened,  and  the 
men  looked  attentively  at  their  leader. 

"You  ten  men,"  spoke  Captain  Mitchell,  "have 
been  chosen  for  a  mission  you  don't  know  the 
nature  of  yet.  You  have  been  chosen  because 
of  your  courage  and  fighting  ability.  You  are 
not  just  soldiers;  you  are  super-commandos.  It 
is  a  dangerous  mission,  and  if  anyone  wishes, 
he  may  step  out  of  line  now  and  a  man  will 
be  appointed  in  his  place." 

The  captain  paused.  Not  a  figure  stirred,  and 
ten  grim  faces  awaited  the  leader's  next  words. 

"Good,"  he  said,  a  grim  smile  appearing  on 
his  face.  "The  enemy  has  established  a  strong- 


hold in  a  mountain  pass  west  of  here.  We  must 
go  through  that  pass  to  enable  our  troops  to 
move  around  behind  the  enemy  headquarters, 
but  it  would  be  suicide  to  move  troops  through 
that  pass  where  they  would  be  at  the  mercy  of 
the  enemy's  fire.  It  is  our  job  tonight  to  wipe 
out  those  enemy  emplacements.  I'm  counting  on 
you  ten  men,  plus  the  sergeant  and  myself,  to 
accomplish  this  mission  successfully.  It  will  be 
a  ticklish  job.  and  I'm  banking  on  the  element 
of  surprise.  We  will  leave  immediately.  Are 
there  any  questions?" 

There  were  none. 

"All  right,  then,"  said  the  captain.  "Johnson, 
Carver,  Roberts,  McBride,  and  King,  fall  out!" 

Five  of  the  men  stepped  forward.  Grim  deter- 
mination was  written  in  their  faces. 

"You  five  men  will  come  with  me  to  attack 
from  the  front.  The  other  five,"  he  turned  to 
face  the  remainder  of  the  fearless  group,  "will 
accompany  the  sergeant  in  making  an  attack 
from  the  rear.  All  set?   Let's  go!" 

The  men  crept  forward,  checking  their  weap- 
ons as  they  went  —  pistols,  sub-machine  guns, 
grenades — and  it  was  with  supreme  confidence 
that  Captain  Mitchell,  aged  ten  years,  led  his 
fearless  super-commandos  toward  the  enemy 
stronghold,  an  alley  two  blocks  away. 
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MOON  MIRROR 

They  say  that  the  moon  is  a  world  dead  and  cold. 

Allotted  its  place  in  the  sky, 
I  think  'twas  a  mirror  hung  on  high, 

For  some  beautiful  goddess  of  old. 
She  sat  on  a  cloud  bench,  so  I've  been  told, 

By  the  light  of  the  stars,  combed  her  hair. 
The  moon  mirror  pictured  her  face  so  fair, 

This  beautiful  goddess  of  old. 
Down  from  Olympus  in  a  chariot  of  gold, 

Swept  her  lover  so  handsome  and  gay. 
Then  off  they  rode  down  the  Milky  Way, 

This  god  and  this  goddess  of  old. 

Lois  Healey,  '43 

Illustration  by  Florence  Cochrane  and  Barbara  Knight. 


YESTERDAY  AND  TODAY 

The  stars  that  shone  in  Pharaoh's  sky  are  there. 

But.  o'er  the  dusty  wastes  where  slaves  have  toiled, 

Now  metal  monsters  spread  their  sudden  death, 
The  amber  dunes  are  now  a  bloody  red, 

The  stars  now  shine  o'er  weary  troops  at  rest, 
The  sun  views  screaming  vultures  circling  high, 

The  desert  sky  reeks  flame  and  smoke  and  pain. 

The  stars  that  shone  in  Pharaoh's  sky  are  there, — 
The  sun,  the  sand,  the  soil  are  still  the  same, 

The  rolling  dunes  reach  westward  to  the  sea, 

The  hot  parched  air  that  slaves  did  breathe  lives  on, 

Th'  immortal  three  survey  all  land  beneath. 
And  o'er  the  land  that  mighty  Pharaoh  ruled 

The  King  of  Fate,  The  Queen  of  Hope  still  live. 

Eakl  Stetson,  '43 
Illustration  by  Helen  Nylen. 


A  Lesser  Known  Art 

Unless  you  are  doubtful  as  to  your  mental 
state  or  have  a  profound  interest  in  the  uninter- 
esting, please,  I  implore  you,  do  not  read  this 
so-called  article. 

The  subject  with  which  I  shall  attempt  to  ad 
lib  is  the  complicated  execution  of  the  seemingly 
simple  task  of  falling  out  of  a  boat.  In  order 
to  accomplish  properly  this  feat,  one  must  secure 
the  right  conveyance,  preferably  a  canoe  with 
none  too  wide  a  beam.  Next  in  importance  is 
the  setting.  Now  just  any  mere  lake  or  stream 
will  not  suffice.  The  water  must  have  a  decided 
chill  and  possess  the  utmost  wetness.  It  also  helps 
if  there  is  a  brisk  penetrating  breeze  blowing. 
The  most  favorable  condition  for  the  experiment 
is,  naturally,  in  company  with  a  friend  of  the 
fair  sex  (or  reasonable  facsimile),  and  especially 
one  who  does  not  have  an  affinity  for  LUO. 

Now  to  proceed  to  the  actual  ceremony  itself. 
A  really  skilled  faller-outer  can  remove  himself 
and  companion  by  utilizing  one  of  several  ac- 
cepted methods;  however,  I  shall  discuss  only 
the  most  widely  used  form.  The  canoe  must  be 
gliding  along  at  a  moderate  velocity.  In  due 
time  the  feminine  companion  will  invariably- 
request  an  exchange  of  positions,  generally  under 
the  illusion  that  the  scenery  can  be  viewed  much 
better  from  the  bow.  The  other,  although  fully 
realizing  the  consequences,  proceeds  to  his  doom. 
At  first  the  canoe  rocks  gently,  but  the  arc  in- 
creases directly  as  the  female  partner  becomes 
more  panicky.  All  hope  has  now  faded,  and 
with  a  truly  magnificent  exhibition  of  art  the 
occupants  abruptly  leave  their  natural  element. 

One  final  word  of  caution :  never  under  any 
circumstances  attempt  to  aid  a  thoroughlv 
drenched  female;  better  to  challenge  a  cornered 
tiger,  than  to  venture  on  such  a  dangerous  under- 
taking, because  to  come  within  range  of  femi- 
ninity under  such  circumstances  is  a  most  un- 
healthy procedure. 

Remember  that  I  warned  you  as  to  the  above 
apology  for  a  story,  and  therefore  I  accept  no 
responsibility  for  those  who  have  wasted  their 
time  reading  ibis.  To  those  esteemed  members 
of  the  Society  of  Fallei -Outers  to  whom  this 
article  is  dedicated:  Gentlemen.  I  salute  you! 

Earl  Stetson,  '43 
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LOTS  OF  FUN  WITH  A  LITTLE  FRENCH 

Barbara  Knight,  '43 


"The  fleets  in!"  is  an  American  expression, 
but  one  might  well  apply  it  to  the  small  part 
of  the  French  fleet  that  was  recently  liberated 
from  the  long,  enforced  stay  at  the  port  of  Dakar, 
in  North  Africa.  Under  American  escort,  several 
French  battleships  and  cruisers  steamed  under 
their  own  power  to  New  York  and  Boston.  \\  hile 
their  ships  were  in  drv  dock,  the  sailors  had  very 
little  to  do  but  drill.  During  their  time  off.  they 
learned  what  they  could  of  American  ways,  and 
thev  were  also  entertained  in  many  American 
homes. 

It  was  mj  pleasure  to  have  the  opportunity 
of  entertaining  two  French  non-commissioned 
officers  over  a  recent  week-end.  My  French  is 
very  limited,  especially  the  conversational  part 
of  it.  but  my  sister  had  been  fairly  successful 
with  her  study  of  French  in  school,  and  she 
solved  the  interpreting  problem. 

When  our  guests  arrived,  it  didn't  take  long 
for  me  to  ascertain  that  they  spoke  no  English, 
so  naturally  could  not  understand  a  single  word 
of  it.  George,  tall  and  humorous,  and  Jacques, 
short  and  quiet,  were  both  eager  to  learn  as 
much  of  the  English  language  as  they  could. 

During  the  evening  we  talked  of  the  places 
they  knew,  their  homes,  and  their  ship  Le  Ter- 
rible. Jacques,  in  the  navy  since  he  was  fifteen, 
comes  from  Brittam .  and  George,  also  from  a 
middle-class  family  like  our  own  and  Jacques", 
claims  Paris  as  his  home.  Neither  of  the  boys 
has  seen  his  home  for  more  than  three  years. 


and  the  only  thing  they  look  forward  to  is  the 
liberation  of  France  and  the  reunion  with  their 
families. 

Before  the  evening  was  over,  we  had  them 
playing  "21'  and  also  jitterbugging.  George 
loved  "ze  swing."'  and  he  couldn't  get  enough 
of  it.  "Ze  swing"  was  "O.  K."  with  our  French 
friends.   "Mais  oui!" 

George  and  Jacques  were  appreciative  of  every- 
thing that  was  done  for  them,  and  thev  couldn't 
thank  us  enough  for  the  little  we  had  done. 
Just  before  we  said  good-bye,  George  fastened 
a  French  pin  on  my  jacket  lapel.  It  represented 
the  harbor  of  Toulon  and  Le  Terrible  at  anchor. 
This  touched  me  deeply,  for  the  pin  was  one  of 
his  most  prized  possessions.  After  our  "Good- 
byes" and  their  "Au  'voirs"  had  been  said,  and 
they  had  boarded  the  bus  for  Boston,  the  last 
thing  we  heard  was  the  words  of  George's  favor- 
ite joke,  "Me  no  speaky  French!" 

Illustration  by  Barbara  Knight. 

Terse  Verse 
YOUTH 

I  skip  my  work.  I  --lay  out  laic. 

Though  war  the  world  appall-. 
*'I  am  the  master  of  my  fate." 

I  ntil  my  draft  hoard  calls! 

SENIOR  CLASS  MEETING 

The  earth  is  flaming,  millions  die, 
As  mighty  Ares  frowns; 
hile  seniors  here  in  E.  B.  High 
Dispute  on  caps  and  gowns! 

NATURE 

A  bird  is  singing  in  a  tree, 

\  cloud  mils  by  cm  high : 
I  he  nature-lover  frowns  to  see 

P-40's  in  the  sky. 

UN-AMERICANS 

They  wave  the  flag  and  proudly  brag 

Of  "blessed  land  so  free," 
Then  hoard  and  spread  the  rumor  dread 

O'er  the  r  "land  of  liberty." 

George  Mar\nji\n,  '43 


WELCOME 

Shut  the  door  softly. 

Quietly  tread ! 
Spring  has  come  home, 

Winter  is  dead ! 

Lois  Healey,  "13 
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The  Mysterious  Professor 


The  Professor  came  to  our  house  one  cold, 
rainy  afternoon  late  in  March.  Looking  through 
the  window,  I  watched  him  walk  wearily  up  the 
rain-soaked  street  and  then  turn  slowly  into  our 
driveway.  For  a  moment  he  paused  as  though 
undecided,  then  continued  up  the  long  driveway 
toward  the  house.  Before  reaching  the  door,  he 
stopped  to  tidy  his  wet  blond  hair  and  smooth 
out  his  rumpled  coat.  I  went  to  the  door,  opened 
it,  and  bade  him  enter.  With  a  grateful  glance 
he  accepted  my  invitation  and  followed  me  into 
the  hallway. 

He  had  a  friendly  good-natured  face,  and  an 
intelligent  look  about  him  that  convinced  me 
that  here  was  an  educated  individual  used  to 
good  surroundings.  Why,  then,  was  he  so  absent- 
mindedly  wandering  the  streets  in  this  weather? 
I  was  not  long  in  discovering  the  answer.  He 
seemed  to  have  lost  his  memory  completely,  for 
he  could  neither  tell  us  who  he  was  nor  where 
he  came  from  —  evidently  a  victim  of  amnesia. 

So  we  took  him  in,  intending  that  his  stay 
would  be  a  brief  one.  We  called  him  Professor 
because  he  seemed  distinguished  for  his  intelli- 
gence. Although  he  could  not  tell  us,  we  felt  he 
must  have  been  a  naturalist,  since  he  appeared 
to  be  so  interested  in  the  birds  and  insects  he 
found  about  him.  We  'investigated  to  try  to  dis- 
cover the  Professor's  identity,  but  every  attempt 
failed. 

The  Professor  stayed  with  us  a  year,  during 
which  time  he  and  I  became  the  best  of  friends. 
He  was  most  appreciative  of  all  we  had  done  for 
him  and  never  failed  to  express  his  gratitude 
in  one  way  or  another. 

Then  one  day  there  was  an  accident.  It  was 
while  the  Professor  was  returning  from  one  of 
his  accustomed  early  morning  strolls  that  the 


accident  occurred.  I  remember  looking  out  the 
window  and  seeing  the  Professor  start  across  the 
street  just  as  an  automobile  turned  the  corner 
and  came  racing  forward,  bearing  down  upon 
the  Professor  at  tremendous  speed.  He  was  ap- 
parently unaware  of  the  danger,  and  I  tried  to 
warn  him  of  the  oncoming  vehicle,  but  before 
I  could  open  the  window  to  make  myself  heard, 
there  was  a  horrible  screeching  of  brakes,  and 
then  it  was  too  late.  The  car  had  stopped,  but 
not  in  time  to  avoid  hitting  the  Professor. 

We  buried  him  under  the  old  rosebush  in  one 
corner  of  the  yard  where  he  had  spent  so  many 
happy  hours  playing, — for  you  see  the  Professor 
was  my  favorite  cat.  Lois  Healey,  '43 

Illustration  by  Helen  Nylen. 
SPRING  TIME 

Tick  tock,  tick  tock  .  .  .  Brrrrring! 
Every  morning  the  same  old  thing. 
Tick  tock,  tick  tock  .  .  .  Brrrrring! 
And  with  the  birds  we're  supposed  to  sing! 

It's  a  sad,  sad  tale,  and  I  could  weep, 
For  when  I'm  tired,  I  love  to  sleep; 
But  sleep's  not  mine,  with  that  noisy  scamp 
Sitting  so  smugly  beside  my  lamp. 

One  night  I  looked  at  its  roguish  face 
Beaming  at  me  from  its  usual  place. 
"And  now,"  said  I,  "you're  going  for  good!" 
So  I  snatched  it  up.    Smash  it  I  would ! 

"Ha!  ha!   At  last!    I'm  repaying  you 
For  all  the  tricks  you've  tried  to  do!" 
I'd  dash  its  head  against  the  wall 
And  crack  it  open,  once  and  for  all. 

'Twas  in  my  power;  it  began  to  groan; 

Then  something  happened.   'Twas  I  who  should  moan. 

For  it  popped  up  its  head,  as  if  it  were  king, 

And  began  once  more  to  ring  and  ring! 

Then  I  awoke,  and  wanted  to  scream; 
That  wonderful  lale  had  all  been  a  dream! 
For  there  on  my  table  with  a  grin  that  I  hate 
Was  my  mean  little  clock.   Oh,  cruel  fate! 

Tick  tock,  tick  tock  .  .  .  Brrrrring! 

Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  who  invented  that  thing? 

Helen  Nylen,  '43  WI^B^^^^B^^^mmmm^i 


Illustration  by 
Helen  Nylen 


MAKE  WAY  FOR  THE  NEW  SENIORS 


A  new  senior  class  is  coming  up!  Today's 
happy-go-lucky  juniors  are  discarding  childish 
frivolity  and  settling  down  to  a  more  dignified 
groove  that  befits  sophisticated  twelfth  graders- 
to-be.  Watch  out.  seniors!  Here  we  come,  ready 
to  take  over  your  Number  Seventeen  stamp  and 
show  the  world  who  is  who. 

In  the  picture  above,  we  may  be  seen  ready 
to  take  the  last  step  on  the  educational  ladder 
in  East  Bridgewater.  The  climb  has  not  been 
easy,  the  ladder  being  perilously  steep  at  times 
for  the  class,  for  mothers  and  fathers,  and  for 
our  town.  These  have  not  been  an  easy  eleven 
years;  they  have  been,  perhaps,  as  difficult  as 
any  eleven  years  in  recent  history.  But  the  new 
senior  class  is  coining  forward,  heads  up,  hearts 
clean,  and  hands  strong,  willing  to  perform  what- 
ever 1944  and  the  years  thereafter  may  demand 
of  them. 

Perhaps  history  will  not  record  us  as  the 
highest  in  scholarship,  but  we  hope  that  the 
record  will  show  us  as  one  of  the  best  in  carry- 
ing forward  the  banner  of  youth,  and  in  setting 
an  example  of  senior  dignity.  May  our  school 
salute  us  as  juniors  and  welcome  us  as  seniors. 


In  the  picture  above,  ready  to  enter  our  senior 
year  are  the  members  of  the  junior  class.  Front 
row,  left  to  right:  Priscilla  Chandler,  Lois  Hetue, 
Anna  Smith.  Josephine  Rack,  Daniel  Frumerin 
I  president  I.  Shirley  Cobbs  (secretary),  Robert 
Alexander  (treasurer),  Eva  Taylor,  Mary  Bur- 
rell.  Phy  llis  Boyden,  Virginia  Anderson.  Second 
row:  Dorothy  Chandler,  Ruth  Jones,  Elizabeth 
Alger,  Mary  Medwid.  Beatrice  Hasesian,  Virginia 
Bailey.  Barbara  Hill.  Geraldine  Viola  (vice-presi- 
dent I .  Jacqueline  Gregoire  (executive  board 
member  I .  Pauline  Wilde,  Margaret  Cochrane, 
Marjorie  Snow,  Barbara  Sproul,  Mary  Arouca, 
Rita  Frabetti.  Gloria  Langdon.  Third  row: 
Stewart  Morton.  Jack  Thacher.  John  Whelan, 
George  Webber,  Albert  Arruda,  Thomas  Church- 
ill. Ruth  Hacker,  Madelyn  Kingston,  Margaret 
N utter.  John  Carney,  John  Morey,  George  Far- 
rell,  John  Burke.  David  Sparling,  Michael 
Feeney.  Richard  Foley.  Back  row:  Lee  Sproul. 
Allan  Perry.  Wilverton  Lewis,  Roger  Anderson, 
Frank  Woodward. 

Virginia  Bailey,  '44 


AS  TIME  GOES  BY 


Well,  here  we  are,  the  sophomore  class. 
We're  gradually  getting  there!  Only  two  more 
years  to  our  graduation.  We're  growing  up!  In 
ahout  sixty  years,  we'll  look  a  lot  different  from 
the  way  we  look  in  this  picture.  Can't  you  just 
see  us  as  tottering  old  men  and  women,  remi- 
niscing ahout  "the  good  old  days  in  E.  B.  High'"? 
We'll  talk  about  the  struggle  our  French  teacher 
went  through  trying  to  get  us  to  learn  our  idioms, 
— il  me  faut,  c'est  bien  dommage,  a-t-il  I'inten- 
tion,  and  all  the  others  that  we  couldn't,  or 
wouldn't,  take  time  to  learn.  To  say  nothing 
of  the  gallant  efforts  of  our  mathematics  teacher 
trying  to  convince  us  that  the  shortest  distance 
between  two  points  is  a  straight  line.  We  may 
not  appear  too  appreciative  just  now,  but  when 
we've  graduated  and  are  "out  in  the  world,"  we 
shall  fully  realize  the  value  of  our  years  at  East 
Bridgewater  High  School.  The  "wise  fools" 
rbove  are,  front  row,  left  to  right:  Rosalina 

HALOS  COMIN'  UP! 

All  of  you  teachers  may  be  at  rest, 
Here  is  a  treat  you'd  never  have  guessed. 
Though  you've  all  said  it's  hopeless,  and  been  in  despair. 
And  stood  in  mad  huddles  tearing  your  hair. 
It's  certainly  no  reason  for  not  having  a  change, 
For  things  around  here  are  going  to  be  strange! 
Though  we  sophomores  may  babble  and  blunder  and 
rave, 

Our  reputation  we'll  try  our  utmost  to  save 
By  presenting  ourselves  on  this  page  to  say, 
"Here  we  are,  teachers,  and  ALL  Ql  1ET  today! 

Florence  Cochrane,  '45 


Raymond,  Leona  Copeland,  Alice  Mondeau,  Sate- 
nig  Sahjian.  Robert  Thomas  I  president  I .  Sally 
Chandler  I  secretary  I ,  May  Cochrane  I  vice-presi- 
dent I .  Edward  Drew  I  executive  board  member  I , 
Elrtha  Fuller,  Constance  Craig,  Jean  Nute.  Sec- 
ond row:  Zilpha  Moorhouse.  Caroline  Slaney. 
Dorothy  Cobbs,  Mary  Perkins,  Evangeline  Mc- 
Hugh.  Alice  Balian.  Ruth  Clogston,  Carolyn  Bur- 
bank,  Grace  Morse  (treasurer  I,  Florence  Coch- 
rane, Phyllis  Gould,  Melva  Cole,  Marjorie 
Wilson,  Lorraine  Mondeau,  Muriel  Pratt,  Alice 
Bouldry.  Third  row:  Kenneth  Rcid,  Donald 
Burrell.  Morris  Whitman.  Raymond  Marble. 
Roland  Alger,  Frederick  Zelinski,  Edward  Whe- 
lan.  Willard  De  Chambeau,  Howard  Perkins. 
Donald  MacLeod,  Lester  Darche,  Chester  Luther. 
Robert  Packard.  Stephen  Sebilian.  Back  row: 
Robert  Bartlett,  Adolph  Skipper.  Robert  Leon- 
ard, Edward  Hooker. 

Sally  Chandler,  '45 


SPRING 

I  lark!    What  is  that  I  hear';' 
Could  it  be  that  robin's  here? 
Bluebirds* .sing,  all  the  bees  hum: 
Now  I  know  that  spring  has  come. 

The  snow  has  incited.  Jack   Frost  gone. 
Winter  has  died,  and  spring  is  born. 
Flowers  are  out.  tree-  are  green. 
\ll  these  signs  ol  spring  are  seen. 

M  \rjorie  Kik  hie,  '  13 
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AUSTRALIANS  IN  AMERICA 

Rosemary  D'Arpino,  '43 


RECENTLY  I  had  the  interesting  experience  of 
meeting  two  young  men  who  are  attached  to  the 
Royal  Australian  Air  Force.  At  the  time,  they 
were  stationed  at  Camp  Miles  Standish  waiting 
for  assignments  for  active  duty. 

Keith  Young,  who  is  twenty-one  years  old. 
was  in  the  Air  Force  a  year  before  England 
declared  war.  He  took  up  radio  operating,  and 
his  first  training  was  in  Australia.  Later  he  was 
sent  to  England,  where  he  trained  to  become  an 
aerial  gunner.  The  other  boy,  John  Lyall,  who 
is  nineteen,  has  been  in  the  service  since  he  was 
seventeen.  When  the  war  began,  he  was  in  a 
preparatory  school  in  Australia.  At  that  time 
he  enlisted  and  was  sent  to  England  where  he 
received  his  training  as  an  aerial  gunner.  I  found 
that  these  boys  were  much  more  mature  than 
the  average  American  boy  of  their  age.  This. 
I  believe,  is  due  to  their  past  experience  and 
their  years  of  military  discipline. 

They  spoke  with  a  strong  English  accent  which 
at  first  I  found  difficult  to  understand.  They 
pronounced  some  of  their  a's  like  i's  and  spoke 
very  rapidly,  cutting  their  words  off  short.  Our 
dang  was  something  new  to  them,  but  they 
1  earned  very  quickl)  to  use  the  expressions. 
They  liked  the  expressive  "0.  K.  more  than  any- 
thing else,  and  the  word  "jerk"  amused  them. 

No  American  sport  seemed  new  to  these  boys. 
Football,    baseball,    basketball,    bowling,  and 


tennis  are  all  favorite  sports  in  Australia,  too. 
However,  they  were  quite  surprised,  and  a  little 
shocked,  to  find  as  many  girls  as  boys  in  a 
bowling  alley.  I  was  told  that  hunting  is  also 
a  popular  sport  among  the  Australians.  Their 
target  is  not  a  rabbit  or  a  deer,  but  a  kangaroo! 
Kangaroos  are  favorite  hunting  game  and  are 
usually  hunted  in  the  late  spring.  By  automo- 
bile! 

I  enjoyed  hearing  about  the  boys'  frequent 
journeys  to  the  swamps  to  pick  bouquets  of  wild 
orchid?.  It  was  shocking  to  Australian  boys  to 
learn  the  expensive  price  that  we  pay  for  a  single 
orchid  in  the  United  States.  I  was  told  that  wild 
orchids  are  much  more  beautiful  than  the  ones 
grown  in  our  greenhouses,  ft  was  also  interesting 
t;>  learn  that  a  young  man  in  Australia  never 
gives  a  girl  he  is  escorting  to  a  formal  dance 
a  ((usage  of  flowers.  Instead  he  brings  her  a 
small  gift  of  jewelry  or  candy. 

When  my  new  friends  left,  I  couldn't  help 
feeling  that  this  war  has  brought  the  people  of 
the  fighting  nations  closer  together.  Our  boys 
are  in  Africa.  England.  Iceland,  Ireland,  Aus- 
tralia, the  Solomons.  Guadalcanal, — all  over  the 
world,  fighting  as  allies  of  the  people  there 
and  learning  how  they  live.  Can't  we  all  do  our 
part  to  make  the  service  men  from  foreign  coun- 
tries feel  at  home  when  they  come  into  this 
great  country  of  ours?  We  should  help  them,  as 
we  would  want  families  in  foreign  nations  to 
hi  1|)  our  American  boys  in  strange  countries. 
Illustration  by  Catherine  McHugh. 

People  Are  Funny  That  Way 

"Good  mornin',  Miz  Allison.  And  ain't  this 
a  cheery  day.  what  with  the  sun  shinin'  so  bright 
and  all.  How's  all  the  fam'ly  today?  I  s'pose 
young  Johnny'll  be  in  the  service  soon? 

"Well,  that  ain't  what  I  was  goin'  to  talk  to 
you  'bout,  anyhow.  Say,  isn't  this  war  situation 
terrible?  Land  sakes,  I  don't  know  what  this 
world  is  comin'  to!  Why,  just  yesterday  Molly- 
Jones  was  sayin'  that  butter — here  I  go  gettin' 
olf  the  subject  again.  No,  I  ain't  agoin'  to  tell 
\ou.  Besides  it  might  be  propaganda,  or  mebbe 
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somethin'  we  shouldn't  be  lettin'  the  enemy  go 
gettin'  earfuls  of.  Now  don't  git  mad.  I  know 
you  ain't  our  enemy. 

"By  the  way,  how  are  you  folks  comin'  out 
on  your  point  ration  system?  Just  this  mornin' 
I  was  down  to  the  store,  and  that  young  whipper- 
snapper,  Andy,  charged  me  fourteen  points  for 
one  can  a'  corn!  That  what  he  was  supposed  to? 
You  don't  say  so.  Mebbe  I'd  best  learn  to  keep 
this  big  mouth  of  mine  shut  once  in  a  while. 

"I  see  your  fam'ly's  started  usin'  coupon  seven- 
teen. No?  Well,  I  could  swear  I  saw  Em'ly  Ann 
walkin'  past  my  house  with  a  shoe  box  last  Tues- 
day forenoon.  Oh,  just  been  to  the  cobbler's? 
Uh-hmm.  As  I  always  says,  'tain't  never  done 
a  soul  no  harm  to  be  economical. 

"Well,  guess  I'll  hav  to  be  amblin'  along. 
Say, — 'bout  what  I  come  for.  I  guess  you  folks 
know  that — well,  me  and  Ed  think  you  people 
are  just  about  the  nicest  neighbors  we  ever  had. 
There  ain't  nothin,  in  this  world  but  what  we'd 
be  glad  to  do  for  you.  And  seein'  as  tomorry's 
our  Junior's  birthday  and  all,  we  was  plannin' 
a  little  s'prise  party  for  him, — you  know,  just 
have  a  few  of  the  nearby  neighbors  in  to  supper. 
And  we'd  be  tickled  pink  if  you  an'  the  whole 
fam'ly  would  come.  There.  Yes,  course  I  knew 
you'd  come,  but  I  did  want  to  ask  you  nice  and 
early  like,  just  to  be  sure. 

"By  the  way,  you  might  lend  me  a  pound  a' 
sugar  for  the  cake,  thinks  I.  That  is,  a'  course, 
if  it  won't  be  robbin'  you  none." 

Mary  Burrell,  '44 

A  Nurse  in  the  Making 

Lying  leisurely  on  the  warm  sands  that  sur- 
round Echo  Lake,  I  gazed  dreamily  at  the 
spacious  sky.  It  was  the  day  of  my  class  picnic. 
A  group  of  us  seniors. had  been  for  a  swim  and 
were  resting  on  the  beach.  Our  interest  centered 
upon  two  figures  that  could  be  seen  on  the  raft 
a  short  distance  from  the  shore.  They  were  Janie 
and  Pauline,  members  of  our  party,  who  had 
lingered  on  the  raft  to  perfect  a  new  diving 
stunt. 

Janie  Sanders,  my  favorite  girl  friend  and 
classmate,  was  a  peach.  Her  ambition  was  to 
become  a  nurse,  and  everyone  agreed  that  with 
her  sympathetic  nature  and  pleasing  personality 


she  would  make  an  ideal  one.  Except  for  one 
fact.  Janie  was  afraid  of  blood,  and  turned 
horribly  white  at  the  sight  of  a  drop  of  it.  Al- 
though she  wanted  desperately  to  become  a 
nurse,  she  feared  she  would  be  of  little  use  if 
she  swooned  at  the  sight  of  a  drop  of  blood.  I 
thought  of  the  day  a  few  months  before  when 
Janie  had  told  me  that  she  had  definitely  made 
up  her  mind  against  the  nursing  profession,  for 
the  reason  I  have  already  mentioned.  It  seemed 
a  shame  that  such  an  ambitious,  capable  girl  as 
Janie  must  be  lost  to  the  nursing  profession 
because  of  such  a  phobia.  Both  her  classmates 
and  her  teachers  had  been  much  concerned  and 
had  spent  much  time  in  trying  to  persuade  Janie 
that  she  could  eventually  solve  her  problem. 
It  was  of  no  avail,  for  Janie  believed  that  hers 
was  a  hopeless  case. 

My  thoughts  wandered  back  to  the  present, 
and  my  gaze  shifted  from  the  sky  to  the  raft 
and  the  two  figures  I  had  been  watching  only 
a  short  while  before.  I  immediately  sensed  that 
all  was  not  well.  Someone  seemed  to  be  strug- 
gling in  the  water.  Then  I  was  able  to  distin- 
guish between  the  red  bathing  cap  that  Janie 
wore  and  Pauline's  white  one.  I  rose  quickly 
and  made  a  mad  dash  for  the  water,  shouting 
as  I  ran,  "Look!  Janie's  in  trouble!" 

Several  boys  and  girls  followed  me,  and  we 
swam  toward  Janie  who  could  now  be  seen  swim- 
ming toward  shore,  holding  Pauline's  head  above 
the  surface  of  the  water.  One  of  the  boys  relieved 
Janie  of  her  burden,  and  in  a  few  minutes  we 
had  reached  shore.  Janie  assumed  complete 
command  of  the  situation,  laying  Pauline  down 
carefully  in  a  shady  spot  on  the  beach. 

Questions  came  from  all  directions.  "What 
happened?"  "How  did  she  cut  her  head?"  "Is 
she  badly  hurt?" 

"She  was  swimming  under  water  after  diving." 
explained  Janie,  "and  the  next  thing  I  knew 
she  had  struck  her  head  against  the  sharp  edge 
of  the  raft,  making  the  long  gash  in  her  fore- 
head." 

"What  did  you  do  then?"  asked  the  girl  next 
to  me,  excitedly. 

"Weren't  you  scared?"  cpiestioned  another. 

"How  did  you  you  manage  to  keep  her  from 
sinking?" 
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-'I'll  give  the  details  later,"  answered  Janie. 
"but  right  now  there  are  things  to  be  done. 
Someone  find  a  telephone  and  call  a  physician." 

Pointing  to  one  of  the  boys,  she  continued. 
"If  you  go  to  the  bus,  you'll  find  a  first  aid  kit 
in  the  front  compartment.  Now  hurry!  One  of 
you  can  get  me  some  drinking  water,  and  I'll 
need  a  blanket,  too,  if  you  can  find  one." 

Pauline  lay  unconscious  on  the  sand,  deathly 
white  save  for  the  blood  that  continued  to  flow 
from  her  forehead.  In  a  few  minutes  the  first 
aid  kit  was  delivered  into  the  capable  hands  of 
Janie.  and  with  my  assistance  she  began  to 
revive  Pauline. 

Il  was  not  until  everything  within  our  power 
had  been  done  for  the  comfort  of  Pauline  that 
we  were  able  to  relax,  that  is  all  except  Janie 
who  continued  to  apply  absorbent  cotton  to  the 
bloody  wound.  Then,  and  only  then,  did  I  recall 
the  calm,  cool,  confident  air  that  Janie  had  as- 
sumed, and  the  way  in  which  she  had  taken 
command  of  the  emergency  from  the  very  first. 
Suddenly  I  realized  the  significance  of  all  this. 
In  her  eagerness  to  help  an  injured  friend,  Janie 
had  unconsciously  overcome  her  fear  of  blood 
and  was  completely  unaware  that  such  was  the 
case. 

I  got  up.  walked  to  where  Janie  sat  beside 
Pauline,  and  exclaimed,  "Janie,  Janie,  you  for- 
got to  faint!" 

Whereupon  she  looked  up  at  me  in  bewilder- 
ment and  calmly  answered,  "So  I  did!" 

Lois  Healey,  '43 
Personality  Peeks 

Lois  Healey:  she  is  tall,  dark-haired,  and  at- 
tractive. Frame  that  with  an  air  of  reserve  and 
modesty,  and  you  have  a  sketch  of  Lois  Healey. 
Lois'  dancing  can  be  described  as  "smooth.  *  If 
a  good  joke  is  told,  she  laughs  so  heartily  in 
such  a  delightful  tone,  that  even  Bob  Hope  would 
turn  green  with  envy  of  the  joke-teller. 

Marjorie  Ritchie:  the  tall,  dark-haired  young 
lady  who  can  be  seen  every  morning  scurrying 
down  the  corridor  trying  to  reach  her  desk  before 
the  8:15  bell.  Could  the  secret  of  her  boundless 
energy  be  her  mania  for  chocolate  ice  cream  and 
potato    chips?     Her    extra-curricular  activities 


keep  her  pretty  busy,  but  she  still  manages  to 
take  an  occasional  bike  ride. 

Betty  Dalton:  it  can  be  said  that  this  dark- 
eyed  drum-majorette  of  Room  213  is  one  of  the 
most  popular  girls  in  the  senior  class.  To  find 
her.  just  listen  for  the  strains  of  Glenn  Miller 
and  his  orchestra.  One  of  her  favorite  pastimes 
is  feeding  her  dog  vanilla  ice  cream  while  she 
herself  indulges  in  a  lemon  coke.  Betty  manages 
to  read  most  of  the  good  books  and  get  a  better 
than  average  report  card. 

Barbara  Knight:  she  went  away  (you  know 
where  by  her  distinct  r's ) .  but  she  is  back  again, 
the  same  friendly,  cheerful  girl  that  she  was  as 
a  sophomore.  Hair  in  a  peruke  or  glamor  girl 
style, — hardly  ever  the  same.  Lovely  colors  in 
sweaters  and  skirts,  which  show  her  artistic  taste. 
Makes  a  pretty  waitress  serving  luscious  food  at 
the  Toll  House. 

Lorraine  Fuller:  she's  tops  with  her  classmates 
and  gay  as  a  day  in  spring.  We  regret  to  say, 
boys,  that  we  can  t  give  her  'phone  number.  It's 
a  one-way  line  to  Elmwood.  She  may  be  seen 
admiring  the  theatre  billboards  when  Ronny 
Reagan's  in  town,  or  you're  sure  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  her  in  the  drugstore  buying  vanilla 
fudge  ice  cream.  Lorraine  is  a  very  unusual 
person,  for  who  else  but  an  unusual  person 
would  have  fourth  year  Latin  as  a  favorite 
subject? 

(  Continued  from  page  13  ) 

Tile  entire  Pen  Staff  has  done  a  splendid  piece  of  work 
in  keeping  alive  one  of  the  traditions  dear  to  all  loyal 
E.  B.  H.  S.  people. 

After  reading  and  thoroughly  enjoying  my  copy  of  the 
Pen  from  o>\er  to  cover  there  came  to  my  mind  a  thought 
which  I'd  like  to  pass  on  to  yon  : 

"No  man  or  woman,  even  of  the  humblest  sort,  can 
really  be  strong,  gentle,  pure,  and  good  without  the  world 
being  better  for  it;  without  somebody  being  helped  and 
comforted  by  the  very  existence  of  that  goodness." 

Yon  are  like  that,  Pen  Staff. 

Please  accept  this  note  as  my  expression  of  thanks  for 
remembering  me.  And  the  best  of  luck  for  your  Gradu- 
ation Issue.    I  await  it  with  great  eagerness. 

Cordially. 

SGT.  STANLEY  GOLDMAN 

Thank  you.  Sergeant  Goldman,  and  best  wishes 
to  you. 

Your  good  friend, 

Penny  Pen. 


Compliments  of 


OLD  COLONY  FOUNDRY 
COMPANY 


Compliments  of 


WOODARD  6-  WRIGHT 
LAST  COMPANY 


CAPITOL  THEATRE 

 1 

Geo.  D.  Leavitt 

Bridgewater 

Optometrist  and  Optician 

Matinees  Daily  at  2  P.M. 
Evenings  6:45  to  11  P.M. 

Sundays  and  Holidays  Continuous 

jnowiny  \jmy  ine  very  dcsf  in 
Motion  Picture  Entertainment 

G.  D.  Leavitt,  Jr. 

Optometrist  and  Optician 

Tel.  Whitman  225 

Make  the  Capitol,  Bridgewater,  Your 
Favorite  Movie  Theatre 

12  South  Avenue                Whitman,  Mass. 

Take  good  care  of  your  Electrical 
Appliances  —  they  are  the  only  ones 

JOPPA  GRILL 

you  will  have  for  the  war's  duration, 
so  use  them  wisely  and  keep  them 

Bob  and  Harriet  Hall 

working  for  you.    They,  too,  can  be 

t~\T        l  it    1  i ,  1 1  i  \    in    trio    i*iG  r       tt  *\  rt 
\J1    lJlh^    IlclU    111    UlC    Wdl  CllUIl* 

Routes  18  and  106,  Elmwood,  Since  1926 

Brockton  Edison  Co. 

Tel.  353  East  Bridgewater 

We  do  not  serve  wines  or  liquors 

Telephone  Rockland  1750 


North  Abington 


Massachusetts 
 .  


BEN'S 
5c  -$1.00  Store,  Inc. 

Open  Evenings  Until  9  P.M. 
Saturdays,  10  P.M. 

Stores  at  1122  Main  St.  and  266  Belmont  St. 
Brockton,  Mass. 

-— — — — —  —  ^  — — —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  ~  —  —  % 

Compliments  of 

The 

Chandler  Construction  Company 

East  Bridgewater  Massachusetts 

Compliments  of 

A  FRIEND 

Compliments  of 

Bridgewater  Brick  Co. 

Tel.  2461 

Compliments  of 

Carver  Cotton  Gin  Co. 

DIV.  OF  THE  MURRAY  CO. 

ALDEN'S  'oT  BROCKTON 

Established  1890  —  Incorporated  1936 

HARDWARE  — CUTLERY 

Kitchen   Utensils  —  Paints  —  Seeds  —  Toys 

Telephone  1059 

1151  Main  Street,  Corner  of  Market  Street 
Brockton,  Massachusetts 

Compliments  of 

Collegiate  Cap 
and  Gown  Company 

366  Fifth  Avenue              New  York,  N.  Y. 

EMPIRE  THEATRE 

Telephone  856 
WHITMAN 

.  m  m  ^  m  t  

GEO.  A.  ROOT 

Choice  Family  Groceries 

Telephone  62 
East  Bridgewater 


Massachusetts 


Compliments  of 

HENRY  A.  WHITE 

"YOUR  CANDY  MAN" 


W.  H.  LUDDY  &  SON 

BUSSES  AND  CLOSED  CARS 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 


East  Bridgewater 

Massachusetts 

KUMIN'S 

Power's  Filling  Station 

Incorporated 

FINE  CLOTHES  FOR 

James  E.  Power,  Prop 

MEN  and  WOMEN 

FORMAL  CLOTHES  FOR  HIRE 

• 

Telephone  200 

East  Bridgewater 


Massachusetts     200  Main  Street 


Brockton,  Mass. 


ATTENTION!   School  Boys  and  Girls 

SCHOOL  INSTRUMENTS 

Selmer,  Martin,  Vega,  King  Trumpets,  Trombones  and  Saxophones,  Sslmer,  Buffet, 
Valette,  Pedler  Clarinets,  Gibson,  Vega  Guitars 
Also  Electric  Guitars,  Drums  and  Traps 
We  Rent  Our  Public  Address  System  to  Orchestras  and  Singers 
Repairing  of  All  Instruments  ::  Drums  and  Tambourines  Reheaded 

FLANAGAN'S  MUSIC  STORE 

40  Central  Street,  Brockton  Telephone  4469 


■    —             —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  ■ 

1.  G.  A.  MARKET 

Robert  Lindquist,  Prop. 
Groceries  —  Meats  —  Vegetables 
—  Fruits  — 

FREE  DELIVERY 

Telephone  140 

14  Central  St.                  East  Bridgewater 

 -------  —  -  ------  -  -  ...  -  .  ^ 

Compliments  of 

GEORGE  E.  MAYALL 

Chief  of  Police 

Compliments  of 

John's 
Hygienic  Barber  Shop 

Two  Barbers  on  Friday  and  Saturday 
John  Lavoie,  Proprietor 

THE 

LIBERTY  BAKING  CO. 
★ 

27  Stillman  Avenue             Brockton,  Mass. 

MYRTLE'S  SHOPPE 

Hosiery  Gifts 

Dresses  Yarns 
Lingerie  Needlework 

P.  0.  Building                   East  Bridgewater 

HALLMARK  —  RUSTCRAFT 
GREETING  CARDS 

See  Our  Selection  of  Service  Cards 

LUDDY'S  NEWSSTAND 

East  Bridgewater  Massachusetts 

Brockton  Sporting  Goods 
Company 

Bicycles 
Bicycle  Repairing 
Sporting  Goods 
35A  Belmont  Street             Brockton,  Mass. 

WAR  TIME 
INTENSIVE  SECRETARIAL  COURSES 

Prepare  for  that  better  position,  now. 
Day  and  Evening  Classes. 

Brockton  Business  Colleqe 

Telephone  635 
226  Main  Street                 Brockton,  Mass. 

RYDER  GRAIN  CO. 

36  North  Central  Street 
Wirthmore  Feeds, 
HARDWARE,  BUILDING  MATERIALS, 
NEW  ENGLAND  COKE 
COAL  and  OIL 


Compliments  of 

RIDDER  FARM 


Photographer 

Telephone  227  W 


172  Main  Street 


Brockton,  Mass. 


Eugenie  Beauty  Salon 

M.  Clifton  Edson  fir  Son 

Incorporated 

INSURANCE  OF  ALL  KINDS 

Tel  114 

Phone  110 

27  Central  St.      East  Bridgewater,  Mass. 

11  Central  Street            East  Bridgewater 

EAST  BRIDGEWATER  SAVINGS  BANK 

Over  Seventy-two  Years  of  Friendly  Service 
SAVINGS  ACCOUNTS  MORTGAGE  LOANS 

Low-cost  Savings  Bank  Life  Insurance 
Treasurer's  Checks  for  Sale 

JOIN  OUR  VICTORY  CLUB 
Buy  Your  Defense  Savings  Bonds  by  Weekly  Payments 
Classes  — 50?,  $1.00,  and  $2.00  per  Week 

New  Hours— Daily  9  to  3,  Saturdays  9  to  12 


NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 


College  of  Liberal  Arts 

Offers  a  broad  program  of  college  subjects  serving 
as  a  foundation  for  the  understanding  of  modern 
culture,  social  relations,  and  technical  achieve- 
ment. Studenta  may  concentrate  in  any  of  the 
following  fields:  Biology,  Chemistry,  Economics, 
Sociology,  Psychology,  Mathematics,  Physics,  and 
English.  Pre-Medical,  Pre-Dental  and  Pre-Legal 
courses  are  offered.  Varied  opportunities  avail- 
able for  vocational  specialization.  Degree:  Bach- 
elor of  Science  or  Bachelor  of  Arts.  Admits  men 
and  women. 


College  of  Engineering 

Offers  curricula  in  Civil,  Mechanical  (with  Aero- 
nautical option),  Electrical,  Chemical,  and  Indus- 
trial Engineering.  Classroom  study  is  supple- 
mented by  experiment  and  research  in  well- 
equipped  laboratories.  Degree:  Bachelor  of 
Science  in  the  professional  field  of  specialization. 
Admits  men  and  women. 


College  of  Business  Administration 

Offers  the  following  curricula:  Accounting,  Marketing  and  Advertising,  and  In- 
dustrial Administration.  Each  curriculum  provides  a  sound  training  in  the  funda- 
mentals of  business  practice  and  culminates  in  special  courses  devoted  to  the 
various  professional  fields.  Degree:  Bachelor  of  Science  in  Business  Administration. 
Admits  men  and  women. 


School  of  Law 

Offers  day  and  evening  undergraduate  programs 
leading  to  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Laws.  A 
minimum  of  one-half  of  the  work  accepted  for 
a  bachelor's  degree  in  an  approved  college  or  its 
full  equivalent  is  required  for  admission  to  this 
School.  Case  method  of  instruction.  Admits 
men  and  women. 


School  of  Business 

Offers  curricula  through  evening  classes  in  Ac- 
counting, Management,  and  Engineering  and 
Business,  leading  to  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of 
Business  Administration  in  specified  fields.  Prep- 
aration for  CPA.  Examinations,  private  account- 
ing, and  for  the  various  fields  of  business  and 
industrial  management.  Short  intensive  programs 
may  be  arranged.  Co-educational. 


Evening  Courses  of  the  College  of  Liberal  Arts 

Certain  courses  of  the  College  of  Liberal  Arts  are  offered  during  evening  hours 
in  the  fields  ofr Economics,  English,  History,  Government,  Mathematics,  Psychology, 
Physics,  and  Sociology.  A  special  program  preparing  for  admission  to  the  School 
of  Law  is  also  available.  The  program  is  equivalent  in  hours  to  one-half  the 
requirement  for  the  A.B.  or  S.B.  degree.  Associate  in  Arts  title  conferred. 
Special  courses  may  also  be  arranged.  Co-educational. 

Co-operative  Plan 

The  colleges  of  Liberal  Arts,  Engineering,  and  Business  Administration  are  conducted  on  the  co-opera- 
tive plan.  After  the  freshman  year,  students,  both  men  and  women,  may  alternate  their  period?  of  study 
with  periods  of  work  in  the  employ  of  business  or  industrial  concerns  at  ten-week  intervals.  Under  this 
plan  they  gain  valuable  experience  and  earn  a  large  part  of  their  college  expenses. 

Your  Guidance  Officer  — A  Friendly  Career  Counselor 


FOR  CATALOG -MAIL  THIS  COUPON  AT  ONCE 

NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

Director  of  Admissions 
Boston,  Massachusetts 

Please  send  me  a  Catalog  of  the 

□  College  of  Liberal  Arts 

□  College  of  Engineering 

□  College  of  Business  Administration 

□  School  of  Law 

Name  «••  

AddreM  r  -  
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□  Evening  School  of  Business 

□  Evening— College  of  Liberal  Arts 

□  Day  Pre-Medical  Program 

□  Day  Pre-Dental  Program 

□  Day  and  Evening  Pre-Legal  Program* 


